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in Iran. Fumbling for the Key of India, with a mighty
military procession he appeared at the neck of Khyber
Pass. His name was Nadir Shah. His march was fairly
easy. The Indus he crossed in a right royal fashion. Only
ineffective steps were taken to stop him. The swarms
of Persian Turks ate up the land like locusts. Coolly and
easily they advanced to Delhi. No one was man enough
to try to stop them. They were bent on, if possible, a
bloodless squeeze of Delhi. Nadir Shah was received
in state outside the city. A flimsy pretext was found to
sack and massacre the innocent citizens of India's Rome*
A fact which is patriotically hot enough to boil the
blood of any and every democratic child. The sins of
autocracy must be avenged. Nadir Shah left behind a
reign of terror, hecatombs of dead, piles of massacred -
heads, and his Moghal " brother Turk" on the
throne with an empty pocket. It was the last straw that
hurried the Empire to its fate. Nadir Shah did not re-
turn by the Khyber Pass. He marched through the
Baluch hills. The Frontier did not see his blood-red
hands which no seas can wash.

Once again on the peaks of Khyber hills the kaleido-
scope arranged its disc and glasses. India became the
ruling passipn of Ahmad Shah Abdali, Beni-Israel, Dur-
i-duran, " Pearl of Pearls." The Durani hordes, "the
People of the Pearl '* soon appeared at Peshawar in search
of other people's wealth and women. Ten times did
the Pearl of Pearls lead his armies across the Indus.
Once was not enough* His thirst was elephantine* His
hunger, wolfish. The defeat of Maharattas in 1761 went
through India with a wail of despair. It broke the last
dream of Free India from foreign domination. Had the
Mahatattas won the field of Panipat, the history of the
world would have changed. But, it was not the -wild